" She will change," I cried,
" Into a withered crone."
The heart in my side.
That so still had lain,
In noble rage replied
And beat upon the bone :

" Uplift those eyes and throw
Those glances unafraid:
She would as bravely show
Did all the fabric fade ;
No withered crone I saw
Before the world was made/'

Abashed by that report,
For the heart cannot lie,
I knelt in the dirt.
And all shall bend the knee
To my offended heart
Until it pardon me.
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There is none, O none but you,
That from me estrange your sight,
Whom mine eyes affect to view
Or chained ears hear with delight.
Other beauties others move,
In you I all graces find;
Such is the effect of love,
To make them happy that are kind.